WITHIN THE GATES          SCENE
WhoVe but a sigh for a song, and a deep sigh
for a drum-beat.
TWO    EVANGELISTS,    BISHOP*S    SISTER,    CHAIR
ATTENDANTS, OLD WOMAN (together):
She who was merry shall now walk in the midst
of the mournful,
WhoVe but a sigh for a song, and a deep sigh
for a drum-beat!
(The YOUNG WHORE has stiffened with
resentment as she listens and now stands
facing the DREAMER, looking longingly at
him for encouragement.}
DREAMER (to the YOUNG WHORE). Turn your
back swift on the poor, purple-button'd dead-
man, whose name is absent from the book of
life.    Offer not as incense to God the dust of
your sighing, but dance to His glory, and come
before His presence with a song!
YOUNG WHORE (with reckless defiance}. I'll go
the last few steps of the way rejoicing; I'll go,
go game, and I'll die dancing!
DREAMER (exultantly). Sing them silent,
dance them still, and laugh them into an open
shame!
(Faintly, as if the tune was heard only in
the minds  of the  DREAMER  and the
YOUNG WHORE, the notes of a dance
tune are heard, coming from the subdued
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